*    The Sleeve    *

of perfect health, though he found the gold crown and
heavy robes tiring, more tiring than a march on the
back of an elephant.

Yazathingyan was below him on knees and elbows,
his hands joined in front of his bowed face. Dressed in
a silk robe with wide sleeves and a pointed hat, he had
touched the floor three times with his forehead when
the King was revealed. Close to him was Thihathu in a
similar posture and, behind, the mandarinate, lying as
thick as strewn flowers, the floor strewn with the colour
of their robes and sleeves. Above them rose the red
lacquered or gilded pillars into the roof. It was a cal-
culated scene and suggested, as it was meant to suggest,
supplication to deity. Yazathingyan himself had stif-
fened the ceremonial where this allowed, as the more
elevated above mortality the King could be made to
appear, the more actual power there remained for his
agent, the Chief Minister, to wield.

When the usual questions and answers were over
and the King had addressed formal welcome to the
governors of outlying provinces, he began to speak of
the expedition to Popa.

clt is our intention/ he intoned, 'in accordance with
our practice and that of our ancestors, to make the
ascent of the sacred mountain, when the moon is full.
The oracle there may have something weighty to im-
part to us as heavenly regent. No one can tell what it
will impart, but as the realm is calm and prosperous we
have no reason to apprehend that its words will be dis-
turbing. Had our ministers less application, our Chief
Minister less acumen, we might feel more uncertain,
but in the circumstances of a loyal Council and an able
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